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Program Notes 
From The Desk of WRFL 
PD Mark Beaty 


| guess you call it distillation. That's when 
you take a big vat full of of ideas, hopes, and 
dreams and heat 'em up as hot as you've got 
fire to get em'. Some of what boils off turns up 
clear and pure and useful. Some of it goes 
right down the shitter. 

I've been in this chair for nearly two 
years trying to help UK and Lexington create a 
decent radio alternative. It has been a glori- 
ously frustrating task. Within the limits allowed 
us by constraints of time, money, energy and 
the US Appealate Court, WRFL has accom- 
plished much of what our original group 
planned for this station. 

We broadcast 24 hours a day. Every 
day. Not many college stations do that. Over 
breaks, over summer, over Christmas, 365 
days a year-- and that is a precedent that will 
Stick with this station. Whatever WRFL ends 
up broadcasting in future years | believe that it 
will be broadcasting all the time. 

I truly hope that this station continues to 
offer the diversity of musical style and sub- 
Stance favored by the current staff. To do less 
would be in some sense tragic since the real 
strength of WRFL derives from the breadth of 
the audience we serve and the greater breadth 
of the audience we could potentially reach. 
These decisions, however, are not mine to 
make. | 

The last major thing | have to offer as 


_ Program Director of this radio station is the 


ba ibe program schedule for Spring 1989. | 
feel completely comfortable in saying that this 
schedule is the strongest WREL has offered at 
any time since going on-the-air last year. 
The distillation has worked. Check out 
the programs which have lasted. They're 
good. Damn good. That's because they: have 
to be to survive in an environment where 
people are encouraged to bring their creative 
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ideas to the forefront and put them in practice, 


testing them against those incumbent not in 


fear of humiliation, but rather in hope of suc- 
cess. ! 

We have some new programs this 
semester hoping for such success. 

Check out the new Alternative Country 
program "White Lightnin" Sundays at noon or 
the brand new version of psychadelia WRFL 
style late Friday night with "Inner Current". Old 
favorites will have a new flavor to them, espe- 
cially the solid Tuesday night lineup of "Zion 
Train" and "Fresh Test". Check it out. 

Next time you read this column it will be 
someone else's byline. That's progress. | 
hope I'll still be talkin' to you on the radio some. 
That remains to be seen. 

As Program Director at WREL, | wanted 
to lay a foundation where change and diversity 
were not only possible but encouraged. | also 
wanted to air some good programs. That was 
all. | hope we have succeeded. 


Mark 


sonic Youth 
DieKreuzen 


Laughing Hyenas 
The Newport 
Halloween 1988 


Nice town, Columbus. 


The Newport is pretty nice 


too. It's sorta what | would 
to look like if they would have 
turned it into a Bogarts fran- 
chise like everybody was say- 
ing. 

Die Kreuzen threw in a 
pretty major way. (One point 
with which some of my col- 
leagues would disagree). 
They are one of a handful of 
bands that can go for the 
straight ahead rock approach 
and totally pullit off. One thing 
| like about them is they get 
that really light sonic dope 
haze effect. 

Sonic Youth was about a 
zillion times better than | ex- 
pected. | still haven't heard 
the new record, so | don't 
know any ofthe songtitles, but 
their set was impressive 
enough that | at least planned 

On listening to it after | got 
back. | guess people could be 
pissed because a lot of the 
tunes were in the exact same 
groove as Sister and Evol, 
redundancy being the charge. 
The Youth just get on this 
oceanic tip much of the time, 
and | get into that. 


-Rob Olson 


expect the Kentucky Theater 
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Lee Ranaldo, Kim Gordon, and Steve Shelley of Sonic Youth 


Oingo Boingo 
Bogarts 
November 1988 


lt was anything other than 
a dead man's party when 
Oingo Boingo took the stage 
at Bogart's in November. 
Lead singer Danny Elfman 
and the Boingos showed that 
they were alive and well and 
still able to deliver the same 
kind of emotion you would 
expect in concert when hear- 
ing some of their best records, 
Oingo Boingo had never 
played in Cincinnati before, or 
forthat matter anywhere inthe 
region, to my knowledge. 
That hardly seemed possiple, 
however, from the response 
of the sellout crowd. 

The band opened the 
show with the now infamous 
"Dead Man's Party"from the 
movie "Back. To School. 
Elfman moved | little, only 
making an evil grin as ‘he 


sang. The band then moved 

directly into "Home Again" off 

of their aloum from '87. 
Choosing material from all 


_ six of their albums, Oingo 


Boingo performed an ecclec- 
tic set. The band smartly 
chose not to rely heavily on 
any one album of theirs, but 
instead played the best from 
each of their albums. This 
Satisfied everyone in the 
crowd and kept the show in- 
teresting. 

As the set progressed, 
Elfman seemed to loosen up 
more. He showed a tremen- 
dous sense of humor for the 
songs he sang, even though 
some have serious political or 
social overtones such as 
"Nothing to Fear" and "Who 
Do You Want to Be?". 

A particularly funny mo- 
ment was when a computer- 
ized bass program messed up 
during the song "Gray Matter". 
Elfman joked about it and said 
things always mess up like 
that when they play a town for 


) 


. 
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the first time. They fixed the 
problem, however, and pro- 
ceeded to play an incredibly 
powerful version of the song. 

The band was incredibly 
tight and delivered every 
song with force and emotion. 
Guitarist Steve Bartele played 
with a great degree of merit 
and Drummer John Vatos 
proved his role was essential 
to the Oingo Boinge sound. 
His drumwork was outstand- 
ing and close to perfection 
during his theme song "Cry of 
the Vatos". 

Danny Elfman proceeded 
to become more active until 
the end of the set when he 
would not hold still. 

The band returned for 
several encores because the 
Cincinnati crowd would not let 
them leave. Elfman worked at 
satisfying the crowd by play- 
ing requests shouted out from 
the crowd. 

As an eight piece en- 
semble, Oingo Boingo 
worked together to make 
some of the best techno funk 
dance and hard rock music 
one band can make. At six- 
teen dollars a head, with no 
opening act, The crowd at 
Bogart's was demanding a 
fantastic show. lassume the 
audience left thinking of a lyric 
from one of Oingo Boingo's 
songs; "Don't, don't you go”. 
"Won't you stay?" 


- Steve Daniels 
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* Kurt Brecht, Spike Cassidy, and Josh Pajppe of D.R.I. 


D.R.I. 


November 9 
Babylon Babylon 


D.R.I. was sensational. 
They were a lot more than | 
expected from this speed 
metal band. Playing non stop 
for about two hours, they did 
not neglect to play any of their 
best songs such as " | Don't 
Need Society", Crossover", 


and "Slumlord Doesn't Care". 
They often would combine 
five songs and play then 
straight through without paus- 
ing once. Their last song 
lasted twenty minutes long. 
These guys knew their stuff. 
Only about thirty people 
showed up, although they are 
used to packing Bogart's, but 
that didn't stop them from hav- 
ing fun. A lot of slam dancing 
and stage diving went on. 


- Keith Spears 
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Richarel Hell's Homeboys 


The latest scoop in Local Music 


New Albums on the Local Scene 


The Resurrected Bloated Floaters came 
out with their first aloum last October. Out on 
their self formed record label, Resurrected 
Records, their self titled album has been quite 
a success. Many of the songs on the album 
are songs the local crowds have loved since 
The Floaters started playing live. The rest are 
new songs that you can now hear live as well. 
Anyone who has seen the band live knows, if 
you don't leave a Floaters concert drenched 
with sweat, you must have shown up at 1 am. 


Nine Pound Hammer also has a new 
album released in December. This album 
definitely captures the essence of the bands 
roaring cow punk. It also includes live faves 
like "Crawdaddy", "Redneck Romance", and 
many others. If you like fast moving, hard 


Dixieland Card Company 
Baseball Cards 


Taking Advance Sales 
Complete sets of the following 
companies: 

Topps, Fleer, Donruss, Score, and 

Upperdeck. 
Also taking wax box orders 
on said above. 
Wanted: Baseball cards; 
any year, any company 


933. S. Limestone 
Inside The Comic Connection 
Phone 255-4666 

M-F 10-7 Sat 10-6 

Ask For Martin 


rocking country punk, then be sure and check 
out this album. It's called 7he Mud, the Blood 
and the Beers and is out on Wanghead 
Records. 


Club Scene 


Babylon made it's last stand in December 
before shutting down for good.The last show 
featured Skullhead with special guests. 
Goodbye to Babylon Babylon. We'll miss you. 


The Bottom Line also left Lexington in 
September. 
club may pop up in another location. 


After losing two clubs, we gained a new 
one on the sight of the old Bottom Line. The 
Wrocklage is Lexington's newest club. The 
Wrocklage started out early with fine acts such 
as Let's Active and Dreams So Real. The 
club has now been around for around two 
months. 


» WRFL would like to thank the Two Keys: 
Tavern and Babylon Babylon fortheir help with 
Alternative Music Week in September. Their 
generous participation and cooperation made 
the event possible. 


Other News 


Congrats to Paul K. and the Weather- 
men on winning acontest they never entered. 
The band placed in the top ten in College 
Music Journal's search for the Top Ten Un- 
signed bands in America. It is believed that 


the band sent their Patriots LP tobe reviewed | 


lt is however rumoured that the ne 


in the journal's review column. A mixup must 
have ensued with the album being entered in 
the contest instead of being reviewed. During 
College Music Journal's Convention in Octo- 
ber, The Weathermen closed out a show with 
Christmas, and The Chills at the bar famous as 
a sort of birthplace of Punk in New York, 
- CBGB's. Their song," My Knife", can be found 
on the journal's compilation album featuring 
songs of the winner's of the contest. The 
album is out on RCA. 


Edison's Revenge fans must have no- 
ticed that the band has been out of comission 
for awhile. The band is in the midst of making 
several changes. First they are making a 

lineup change. They will be getting a new 


Tim Welch of Paul K. and the 
Weathermen 


JOIN US IN THE FUTURE 
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~ drummer soon, the most likely candidate 


coming from Tennessee. They are also 
changing the direction of their music to a more 
folk rock oriented sound. Expect to hear from 
them again in February. 


On Saturday, Febuary 11, The Freedom Ill 


Concert will take place at Memorial Hall at 7 


pm. Participants will be Reel World, David 
Gierlach, and host of WRFL's Blue Yodel Ra- 
diotime Cafe, Ephraim Mcdowell and the 
Lost Egyptian Trio. Proceeds will go to Solo- 
mon Mahlargu Freedom College in Tanzania 


| which serves refugees of Apartheid. A five 


dollar donation is requested at the door. 


The Lemonade Hayride out of La Grange, 
in 1988 recorded a demo tape in the Drive in 


Studios with Mitch Easter producing. The 


demois not available commercially but may be 
released by a foreign label as an E.P. The 
band also has a new member. Johnny 
Johnson, formerly of the Jeeters has joined 
the ranks of the Hayride. Good luck to the 


band. 
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CAMPER VAN BEETHOVEN 


An Interview with David Lowery 
By Jamie Tittle and Gordon Brown 


Jamie Tittle: This is WRFL's 
Roving Reporters T.J. 
Slothrop and Pirate Prentice, 
and we're here with Camper 
Van Beethoven's David Low- 
ery, Lead Singer and Guitar- 
ist. Well Dave, just say Hi. 


David Lowery: Hi. Why did 
you name yourselves after 
characters in Thomas Pyn- 
cheon novels? 


Tittle: That's agood question. 
Lowery: Do you actually 


have this continuing night- 
mare about this giant - what 


was it? Pirate Prentice had to > 


live out the daydream about 
the guy who had to go and 
keep putting the cocaine on 
the giant adenoids that were 
trying to eat London. He'd 
have to go out and negotiate 
everyday with a briefcase of 
cocaine for the adenoids. 


Brown: Yes, we read the liner 
notes onthe back of // & ///that 
Said in one of the songs T. 
Slothrop plays harmonica. 
We were wondering whether 
he had actually been able to 
retrieve it in the sewer pipes. 


Tittle: | had just finished read- 
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ing Gravity's Rainbow, incase 
you're wondering what we're 


talking about. So | take it 
you're into Thomas Pyncheon 
and that Dada writing. Have 
you read V ? 


Lowery: Yes, I've read all of 
his books. 


Tittle: While we're on the 
subject of liner notes stuff, 
which half of the pantomime 
horse are you? 


Lowery: It varies, really. 
Wait, was that what | was? 
Yeah, actually it varies. For 
awhile there, we had two 
backs, so it was pretty weird. 


Tittle: Moving Along, that 
liner note was on - Camper 
Van - eponymaus, not to be 
confused with R.E.M.'s 
Eponymous album. 


Tittle: On that album, you 
played a song by Paul Mack- 
inney. 


Brown: I've heard the name 
before, and "Lulu Land", the 
song. Is Paul ‘Mackinney a 
real person? 


Lowery: Yes, he is a totally 


real person. He is from San 
Francisco and he was just this 
guy who played electric guitar 
and played these really 
twisted sort of - he's kind of 
like a Harvey Pekar. He's 


| 

| 

( 
really eccentric and kind of | 
gruff and mean. He actually 
works for us. Yeah, he's our ; 
bookkeeper. But he was a 
singer for awhile. He did an 
album called "Clouds Are My 
Friends". | think that's what it ? 
was calledanditwasallthese 
kind of really sick songs. ; 
Actually He's got a new song ° 
that he wants us to do. I've 
heard it. It's actually pretty y 
good but it's kind of sick. i 
Tittle: How old was that?) ? 
When did he put it out? oI 


Brown: "Lulu Land" was in| 
'68. 


Lowery: Yeah, something 
like that - This one's anewone 
though. 


Tittle: So he's like a figure on 
the scene. 


Lowery: | guess so - | don! 
know if he was some kind of 
hipster, or just someone really 
eccentric. He's more just like 
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an eccentric guy. He wasn't 
like part of that: Psychadelic 
scene. Just eccentric, sort of 
old. 


Tittle: On the new album, how 
did it come about you jumping 
from Independent Project 
Records to Virgin? 


Lowery: We went from Inde- 
pendent Project records to 
our own label to Virgin label. 
We went around and we 
toured a lot and we kind of 
developed a cult following , a 
pretty sizeable cult following. 
Eventually it just seemed right 
for us to go to a major label. 
Well, you know, like any band 
you make records so that you 
can sell them. That's obvi- 
ously not your only goal, 
you've got to play music that 
you like and stuff like that. 
Independant record labels, 
they just have a hard time 
putting their records in a lot of 
stores. So we were just find- 
ing that people knew about us 
in big cities and that was kind 
of it. We just wanted to reach 
as many people as possible 
and let those people make a 
decision about whether they 
wanted to listen to us or not . 
90 we just started checking it 
out to see if we could get a 
deal where we had all the ar- 
tistic control we needed and 
Stuff like that. We didn't really 
ask for much money or any- 
thing. The less money you 
__ask for, the more money you 


eventually make. 


Brown: Anyone who is inter- 
ested in allthese finances can 
read "Musician" that had all 
the band's finances drawn 
out. 


Lowery: lt wasn't really right, 
though ! won't go into that 
now, but that wasn't right, that 
was not accurate at all. 


Tittle: Let's go onto some- 
thing else. 


Brown: How about Camper 
Van Chadbourne? 


Lowery: Well we played with 
Eugene Chadbourne from 
time to time, like when we'd be 
out touring and stuff! We'd run 
into Eugene Chadbourne at 
clubs. | don't Know we just 
kind of got into this thing 
where we'd play a couple 
songs together and stuff and 
finally we decided we'd record 
a song together and put it on 
a record. We were going to 
put Interstellar Overdrive on 
his record, then he never got 
around to it, So we recorded it 
and had him play guitar orr it 
and put it on our record. Then 
he got the idea that we should 
do a Camper Van Chada- 
bourne album all together, 
which was pretty fun. Then 
also we've done another one 
with him also. 


Brown: Another one? 


Lowery: Yeah, | forget what 
it's called . It doesn't have the 


same name . Not everybody's 
onit. It's like The Eddie some- 
thing Love Muffin Trio. Who 
knows, | don't know what it is. 
Ask Victor about that, he 
remembers the title. 


Tittle: Ok, Let’s see. Other 
stuff that you have done. You 
just produced the Catheads 
Submarine album. How did 
that go? 

Lowery: That was pretty 
good. 


Tittle: Are they old buddies? 


Lowery: Well they started 
getting popular in San Fran- 
cisco, the same time we 
started getting popular in San 
Francisco so we played 
shows together. Yeah they're 
good friends. They needed a 
producer for their record. 
Enigma wanted them to have 
a producer. Iwas just inter- 
ested in doing it because | like 
their songs. It's nothing like 
doing a Camper record be- 
cause | spend a lot more time 
on a Camper record, and we 
get bigger budgets and stuff 
like that. But it's just a real 
straight forward kinda rock 
thing. There were a few weird 
things we did on that album. 


Tittle: A song called "Grass". 


Lowery: Oh yeah, "Green 
Grass - " Wait what was it ? 
"Tall Green Grass ". | never 
rember titles of things. 


Brown: How did Sonic Youth 
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react to the kind of countrified 
version of "| Love Her All The 
Time"? 


Lowery: Well they said that 
we needed to make it more 


‘droney. You guys really did it 


droney. Gosh, it was all right. 
They thought it was pretty 
funny. 


Brown: On the subject of 
droning, well basically on all 
your albums there seems to 
be this really up beat feel to 
lyrics and a positive outlook 
on life. Inthe midst of all these 
other bands, and people who 


’ tend to be obsessed with their 


own misery and just wander- 
ing around and life's no good. 
Is it hard to write upbeat lyr- 
ics? 


Lowery: No, not really. You 
see | don't think our lyrics are 
that upbeat in a way. | just 
think we kind of have just 
barely the other side of the 
coin is really all it is. 


Tittle: | mean look at "Life Is 
Granda". , 


Lowery: But there's a lot of 
things we talk about the cyni- 
cism of. Everyday modern 
living - sort of. | mean, | think 


we're just barely on the other 


side of the coin if you ask me. 
It's just too simple or too facile 
It just seems so defeating and 
immature and young,way too 
young to always focus on the 
gloomy aspects of life. | think 
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life's kind of humorous, like 
sort of bizarrely humorous. | 
think itis and our songs kind of 


end up on that side of the coin. 


Brown: Do you think it might 


have something to do with, it 
seems to me, there are a lot 
more negative words in the 
English language to use to 
write lyrics. | mean, it's hard to 
say I'm really happy more 
than one or two ways. 


Lowery: But | don't know if 
Our songs are really about 
being happy. Well, maybe it 
does have to do with that. No, 
this is what it has to do with. 
Our songs are like that cause 
if you think about it, people 
break up their lives into good 
things that happen to them 
and bad things that happen to 
them. This made me sad, this 


made me happy, this made 


me uncomfortable, and. this 
made me feel good. Good, 


‘bad, good, bad. And it's really 


not that way at all. | think that's 
a really weird way to divide up 
all the things that happen to 
you in your life. There's really 
only two kinds »of things that 
happen to you. Mundane 


things that aren't worth. re- 


peating and then bizarre 
things that happen to you. 
And those are the things that 
you tell stories about and like 
i's important to. talk about. 
Obviously, we don't want to 


sing songs about mundane 


things. So we end up singing 
songs about bizarre things. 
Most people, that's what they 
are trying to sing about, but 


then they couch it in, well this 
is a good thing and then they 
try to sing it one way, or this is 
a bad thing. It's like we're 
trying to take it pure. 


Brown: Change the whole 
dichotomy and make it bizarre 
and mundane instead of good 
and bad. 


Lowery: Yeah, weird and 
mundane. 


Tittle: What was -the last 
weird, bizarre thing that hap- 
pened to you? | 


Lowery: God, | never can 
remember the most recent 
things and people always ask 
us stuff like this. Well, | do 
remember one thing that we 
were talking about the other 
night. Actually, last night we 
were talking and we were tell- 
ing weird band stories of 
things that happened to us at 
clubs and what was the 
strangest thing. | remember 
one time in San Francisco, we 
were loading our equipment 
out from this club and this 
police car just screeched to a 
halt right in front of the club 
where were kinda loading out 
our equipment. The cop on 
the passenger's side rolled 
down the window really slowly 


and turned and looked at us. © 


They did not say anything, 
they just stopped right in front 
of us. He turned and looked 


at us and he was wearing bug © 


eyeglasses and they just like 


stared at us, man. They just % 


totally intimidated us. Then 


Le 
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they drove off as fast as they 
could. It was like; did we imag- 
ine that? So, there's a good 
weird thing that is one of the 
things we remember. 


Tittle: Where did the name 
Camper Van Beethoven 
come from? — 


Lowery: David McDaniels, he 
was one of the founders of the 
band. Me and _ David 
McDaniels and_ Victor 
founded this band a long time 
ago. We didn't really have a 
name at first. He had sort of a 
string of names; a whole se- 
ries of different names. The 
best of them all was Camper 
Van Beethoven, so we picked 
that one. 


Brown: So has life onthe road 
changed any as your stature 
has grown? 


Lowery: We have an extra 
person working for us. We can 
afford to have an extra per- 
son. So | don't have to be 
down there patching up the 
wires and stuff. 


Tittle: You don't run your own 
sound anymore? 


Lowery: Well, we always had 
a sound man but in the begin- 
ning we didn't have a good 
sound man. It's a little differ- 
ent. We stay in hotels now 
instead of sleeping on 
couches. | don't know, it's 
been so gradual for us. Like 


when we played in New York 
we'd get 300 or 400 people, 
now we can get like 1500 
people. It's bigger but it's not 
like we're doing rock concerts 
‘or anything like that. That's 
still a lot of people in a way but 
it's still kind of playing bars 
and small halls and people 
don't recognize us very often 
sO we don't have much to 
worry about. Occasionally 
someone gets ahold of my 
home phone number. That's 
about all. 


Tittle: Since you've signed 
with Virgin, do you all feel any 
need to just play your new 
songs or are you into playing 
"Where the Hellis Bill?” still, or 
"Take the Skinheads Bowl- 
ing"? 


Lowery: We play a pretty 
good selection. Of all of our 
records. We always tend to 
play the new record more than 
the other ones. Also, we kinda 
feel like the new record has 
more songs on it that we 
would like to play that sound 
good live. We feel that we 
have developed so we natu- 
rally play more of the new 
record but we play two, three, 
or four songs off of each rec- 
ord every night. 


Tittle: You recorded like a 
whole bunch of songs then 
picked out a certain amount 
for the album. We just got a 
copy of "Turquoise Jewelry" 
andithas three extra songs on 
it. About how many songs 
would you say you record 


before you have something to 
pick out of? 


Lowery: That's how | like to 
do it. I'm not sure if we're 
gonna do the next one that 
way. That's kind of what we've 
done in the past. Actually, on 
the first two records, we put 
out almost. everything except 


. for one or two songs left over. 


Then when we got to the third 
record and this record. We 
started paring things more 
and saving stuff up. | think 
we'll probably keep doing that. 
For this last record, we re- 
corded about twenty songs. 


Tittle: So there are a lot of 
others to release? 


Lowery: Yeah, but they might 
be crap. Maybe, they might 
show up one day. But see, we 
put out three songs, two were 
covers on that thing. So they 
don't really count. There are 
still like three or four originals 
floating around from the last 
record. 


Tittle: Did you go in the studio 
and then record those things 
and work on them, you know, 
each one of the ones you 
threw away? 


Lowery: Yeah, you could re- 
ally tell. It's like this one is 
really developing and _ this 
one, well, we'll save this for 
next time. | don't know what to 
do with this song. Some of 
them we worked on kind of 
hard, actually. 
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Tittle: One of the songs off of 


the latest album “Eye of 


Fatima", what is an eye of 
Fatima? 


Lowery: It's the hand with the 
eye in the middle of it that 
wards off evil spirits. Evil Eye. 
l's from Egypt. She was the 
wife or mother of Mohammed. 
| don't remember which. 


Brown: How does it feel’ to 


watch MTV and see your face © 


on television? 


Lowery: | don't know. | 
thought it would be weird, but 
it really hasn't been that weird. 
But | never watch MTV. MTV's 
kind of like on this box in your 
living room so it doesn't seem 
that weird. 


Tittle: Did you enjoy making 
the video? It's a pretty cool 
one. 


Lowery: Yeah, you should 
see the new one. It debuts 
tonight on 120 Minutes. 


Tittle: | really liked the one for 
"Good Guys and Bad Guys". 
That was a landmark. Who is 
your favorite in the presiden- 
tial election? 


Lowery: Who's my favorite? 
Tittle: Least favorite. 
Lowery: Least favorite. 


That's probably more like it. | 
don't want to seem totally 
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involvement 


cynical but of course | don't 
like Bush. Of course, | don't 
like him at all. | have my prob- 
lems with Dukakis, but I'm 
gonna vote for him. 


Brown: Someone said last 
night on Saturday Night Live 
that he looked like a taffy lolli- 
pop, like a little stick with a big 
head. r 


Lowery: Who? Bush? 
Brown: No, Dukakis. 


Lowery: Kind of. | really just 
don't want Bush to be in there 
because I've read too much 
about the C.J.A. and Bush's 
and other 
people's involvement, going 
all the way back to Watergate 
for me to be really comfortable 
with that guy being in power. 


Brown: Our music director 
told us that if Bush were 
elected that people like me 
would be sent to camps. 


Tittle: And he was happy be- 
Cause he'd never been to 
camp. + 

Tittle: What's that song onthe 
third album. The one about 
going out into the desert, 
"History of Utah"? Did you 
really know a guy who did 
that? 


Lowery: Yeah, and | wish | 
could tell you who it was. 


Tittle: Your lyrics seem to 
have alot of desert imagery. Is 


thata real big thing? I meando oF 
ya'll just go out in the desert re 
and freak out, or what? 


Lowery: | grew up. in Red 
Lands, which is a fairly arid 
part of Southern. California. 
It's been referred to as the. 
desert. It's not really the des- 
ert. But yeah, | used to go out 
there allthe time. It was like 20 
miles away. You goon the 
other side of the hills and it's 
desert. Yeah, | went: to the 
desert. | like the desert a lot. | 
guess there's desert imagery 
in there. | just traveled around 
a lot when | was a kid. 


Tittle: So you weren't from 
San Francisco? How did you 
gravitate up there? . 


Lowery: Well, we're actually 
from Santa Cruz, we're not 
from San Francisco. It's about 
80 miles away. But that's al- 
right, you didn't offend us. 


Bi 
Tittle: So it's not in Southern in 
California? 
Lowery: No, it's not in South- Me 
ern California. All my friends _— te! 
were living up there, the 


friends | knew from_ high 
school and stuff. People | 
knew just kept moving there 
for some reason to go to. 
school. We ended up moving 
there because | was gonna 
finish my degree. 


Tittle: In what? 


Lowery: In mathematics. So 
this band was sort of a side- 
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Barbara Ann and Vince Emmett of Shak- » » 


ing Family. L res 


Shaking Family Kicked off Alternative 
Music: Week at Two Keys Tavern on Sep- 
tember 19. Ten Foot Pole opened up with 
their club:sdebut. They played some mean 
funk music and got everyone in great spirits © 
for Shaking Family: Shaking Family got 
everyone ready for four more days ofhotlive: 
music.. aa 
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‘The Tar Babies blew,the crowd away 
at Babylon Babylon's reopening after. 
being closed for about a month. 1.C.P.and 
Bored and Dangerous made it a triple bill 
worth seeing. The lar Babies played their 
jazz/funk/core to a very large and very 
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eager crowd. Then the cops came. Inthe 
middle of "Vices" the music stopped. The 
police came bearing complaints of too 


~- much noise coming fromthe club. Fans 
were angered and disappointed. The Tar 


Babies played no more that evening. 


Wednesday featured a show in the 


“U.K. Ballroom cosponsered with the 


S A.B. Concert Committee. Local favor- 


ites and: now nationally known Stealin 


Horses returned to Lexington with the 
City Slickers opening up. Stealin Horses 


- received a warm welcome on their second 


big show in. Lexington since making the 
national charts. 


Photo By Mick Jeffries 
Bucky Pope, lead singer and guitarist 
for Tar Babies 
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line. Yeah, but Victor was 


going to school too. So was’ 


Chris Molla. Chris said, well, 
let's just transfer up there and 
we'll just have a band so we 
said yeah, O.K. So we went 
back up there. | had lived up 
there before actually and kind 
of moved back and then 
moved back again. So that's 
where we've been ever since. 


Tittle: Is there a pretty cool 
scene in San Francisco? 


Lowery: Yeah, it's kind of 
quiet. right now, it's gotten 
really quiet in San Francisco 
these days. 


Tittle: Would it be a bad idea 
to ask about any new hot 
bands since it's quiet? 


Lowery: In San Francisco? | 
like Donner Party, they've 
been around awhile. 


Brown: Well, is it necessarily 
a bad thing to look like Grace 
Slick? 


Lowery: Um, no it isn't! See. 
that's the thing, people always 
think I'm making fun of things 


when I'm not. I'm not really 


kind of putting people down, 
I'm just like... it's Just SO weird, 
like poorly always thought... 


Brown: cee way she looks 
now would be bad. 


Lowery: Yeah, yeah, the way 
‘she looks now, but yea it was 


kind of badin away, but | really 
don't care. | wasn't meaning to 
put her down or anything like 
that, | really don't care. Who 
am | to comment on this stuff, 
but, you know songs like 
"Wasted", we did songs like 
"Wasted" and everybody's 
going, Oh that's a parody of 
the Black Flag song you did. 
It's no parody it's like a sub- 
lime tribute, that's what it is. 
It's a sublime tribute. And you 
know, it like parodies of ethnic 
music and stuff. People al- 


‘ways think we're kind of 


meaner, or something, than 
we are. The music that we 
parody. 


Tittle: Kinda, not frightening 
but disquieting. | forgot what 
the song title is on the third 
album, the eponymous 
album, the one where the 
guy's driving with the girl and 
she's saying she's going to 
hold him responsible for this, 
she's pregnant. 


Lowery: Oh yeah, that's Vic- 
tor, that's Victor's song. See, 
you hold him responsible for 
that one. No, no, that's just 
drug paranoia logic turned 
into a song. 


Brown: That's cool, | like it. | 
do the psychadelic show. At 
times | play a lot of it. | like the 
backwards things. 


Lowery: Yeah, | like listening 


to our stuff backwards. We 
haven't any songs lately that 
sound good backwards. We 


had the first record, like all of 
them Soundsd,’ ge? back- 
wards. 


Tittle: Well, I'm sure "She 
Divines Water", ‘you all went 
pretty crazy on that one. 


Lowery: Yeah, | really haven't 
checked that one out. I've only 
checked about half, we were 
half way through the record 
when | kind of played things 
backwards to check it out. 
That "Waka" and stuff already 
on "She Divines Water" and 
Organ cords that go "Rheee." 


Tittle: Yea, you put in a lot of 
different songs... 


Brown: "Waka" came from 
another different song that 
you played backwards? | think 
| read that somewhere. 


Lowery: Not "Waka", but a lot | 


of other songs. 


truck? 


Lowery: Oh it's one of these 
trucks that say like, Party of 
God that Suicide Comman- 
dos drive into the barracks in 
Lebanon and stuff like that. 


Brown: Like a Trojan Horse: | 
Lowery: surptise truck, Hee 


Tittle: Your pantomime: Tro: 


jan Horse. 


The End 
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Brown: What's a surprise 


Photo by Mick Jeffries - 
David Ellison and Harold Chichester of the Royal Crescent 
Mob 


The final night of Alternative Music Week 
took place on Friday September 21 atthe Two 
Keys Tavern. It was wall to wall people. 
People from all over flocked to see Paul K. 
and the Weathermen, and the Royal Cres- 
cent Mob. For the Mob, -Alternative Music 
Week was not a new experience. They had 
headlined the first year at Haggin Field. As 
expected, everyone had a marvelous, if not 
sweaty time. 


The fourth night of Alternative Music Week 
featured another incredible triple bill at 
Babylon Babylon. Alice Donut started off with 
lots of great fast paved music and lots of fun. 
Plus an extra treat from beneath the lead 
singer's coat. Hetch Hetchy came next and 
lulled the crowd into contentment. Tiny 
Lights finished the show with another great 
showing. Noone thought they could top their a 
show from the past summer, but they did. “a ~ 
From the frontrow, as far back as the eye could he 6 eae ca 
see was a sea of bobbing heads. Members of Alice Donut or 
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"Jesus Christ." 

Bright light from the hall 
spilled into the dusty store- 
room, exposing a multitude of 
dilapidated cardboard boxes, 
discarded furniture, and a vis- 
cous shroud of dust that 
swirled around the room like 
the snowinside aglass Christ- 
mas ball. 

"Jesus Christ," Steve re- 
peated, looking around the 
business storeroom in won- 
der. Strands of spider-woven 
silk had wound themselves 
around the clutter, and they 
stirred in the unaccustomed 
breeze. The room was domi- 
nated by a dark shape that 
would transform itself into a 
desk once a light was 
switched on. The desk was 
heaped with papers, broken 
office equipment, old trade 
magazines, and a variety of 
junk that was good for nothing 
but an incinerator. Geoff saw 
little clear floor space; appar- 
ently the business staff had 
been using this room as a 
giant dumpster for the past 
year. 

Great. None of the busi- 
ness staff had volunteered for 
the clean-up detail. Just wait 
till the next staff meeting. 

Geoff stared silently at 
what lay ahead of him, an 
entire weekend of cleaning a 
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A Short Story By Wes Miller 


year's worth of forgotten trash 
out of a neglected storage 
area before the city fire 
marshall put the clamps on his 
radio station. ‘ 

"How in the hell could all 
this garbage pile up in just one 
year?" asked Steve, still agog 
over the mountains of rubbish 
in front of him. Geoff did not 
answer him, but instead bent 
down and picked up a ruined 
piece of paper lying at his feet. 
lt was an old advertising Nye 
and it read: 


WARP-FM 
WEEKEND 


KICKOFF 


Friday, Dec. 6: FLYING 
SPITTLE & BRICK.LOLLI- 
POP: ss 

Saturday, Dec. 7: TAX 
DODGE & ONE MAN'S 
HEAVEN 

Sunday, Dec. 8: SHARK 
CHUM & DUMB QUIXOTE 


Celebrate the arrival of 
student-run radio by blowing 


the weekend with the jocks of 


WARP-FM (99.9). 


ADMISSION: One meaey 
dollar 


After all, this is YOUR ra- - 


dio station, too) 


The flyer brought back 


dominated by the biggest 


pleasant memories for Geoff, 
who had been one of those 
who had originally fought for 
the existence of the station. 
As the first fund-raising direc- 
tor, Geoff had spent months 
calling dozens of businesses , 
trying to convince them of the 
advantages of sponsoring a 
non-commercial college radio 
station. Most of the time he 
was politely turned down, but 
dogged persistence had fi- 
nally led to him and his staff 
raising the 20,000-odd dollars 
needed to turn the idea into a 
reality. 

Attimes it seemed to Geoff 
that he had had more fun while 
fundraising than he was hav- 
ing running the ol' station. At 
least a year ago there wasn't 
all this crap in front of him that 
needed to be cleaned up. 

"When are Jana and Pete 
gonna get here?" asked 
Steve, his foot shifting a mil- 
dewed clump of papers that 
had fallen off a nearby desk. 
Steve was a tall, skinny guy 
who always wore blue jeans 
and the same denim jacket 
every day. He wore his hair in 
no particular style down past 
his ears; apparently Steve 
didn't feel like fighting gravity 
for control of the way it looked. 
He had a thin face that was 
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nose that Geoff had ever seen 


in his life. The running joke at - 


the station was that Steve was 
the only disc jockey at WARP 
that could play a record with- 
out the needle. Looks didn't 
matter, though; Steve was 
one of the best general format 
jocks he had. 

Steve turned to look at 
Geoff. "There ain't no way we 
can do all this by ourselves," 
he said, hoping fora confirma- 
tion. 

"They'll be here, don't 
sweat it," Geoff muttered as 
he turned back toward the 
hall. "I'm gonna get the flash- 
light out of the tool case. 

"Don't get lost in your work 
while I'm gone," Geoff 
shouted behind him as he 
walked down the hall, back 
into the business office. The 
tool case sat on the official 
WARPed couch, a godawtul 
piece of sagging upholstery 
that was sprouting a great 
deal of yellowed stuffing, not 
to mention a couple of strate- 
gically-located springs. Geoff 
grabbed the flashlight and 
returned to the storeroom. 
Steve was still standing a foot 
inside the door, his eyes fol- 
lowing an intricate web pat- 
tern that reflected the light 
from the hall so brilliantly that 
it seemed to be lit by electric- 
ity. the web started from the 
base of an overturned 
desklamp, floated upward to 
the stopped minute hand of a 
wall clock, and billowed back 
down to the top of the same 
22 


desklamp. To Geoff, who had 
failed to notice it the first time 
he had looked inthe room, the 
spider's web looked like a big, 
neon wishbone. 

Well, ifit was, he would the 
hell out of it, and wish that the 
damn room would clean itself. 

Geoff snapped himself out 
of his reverie and turned on 
the flashlight. He lanced the 
beam upward, looking for the 
String that dangled from the 
naked, low-watt light bulb 
planted somewhere in the 


_ center ofthe ceiling. Finally he 


spotied it, hanging. directly 
above an overturned waste- 
basket. _ 

"Steve, could you--" Geoff 
begun. 

"Yeah, I got it," Steve said. 
He walked over to the metal 
trash can, stepped atop it, and 
pulled the string down. Too 
hard, asit turned out, because 
the string kept coming after 
the bulb came on, the frayed 
end that had been attached to 
the light fixture landing on 
Steve's right sneaker. 

_."Nice move, Hercules," 
said Geoff. 

"Go to hell. At least we can 
see," Steve replied, righting 
the wastebasket and throwing 
the string into it. A fat, bloated 
grubworm had nestled itself 
into a dent in the rim of the 
wastebasket, but now it lazily 
slinked its way back inside the 
container, back to the dark- 
ness. 

"Jeez, | hate bugs," Steve 
said, his eyes scanning the 
floor for any other signs of 
crawling activity. 


Geoff didn't either, but he 
wasn't about to create another 
excuse to keep himself from 
doing what had to be done. 

"Don't sweat it," he said, 

pulling a cigarette out of his 
shirt pocket. He didn't know 
what brand it was; he had 
seen it lying by itself on the 
news director's desk, and he 
couldn't resist. "Besides, you 
Know you look uglier to the 
bugs than they do to you." 
- - Steve's response was cut 
off by the high-pitched squeak 
of the business office's door 
as it Swung open, and Jana's 
nasally cry of "Yoo-hoo, any- 
body home?!" carried back to 
them. 

Geoff hated it when she 
yelled "yoo-hoo." 

Steve found the packing 
crate about an hour after the 
four had begun a serious at- 
tempt at clearing the muck out 
of the storeroom. Pete had 
brought a bunch of garbage 
bags with him, and the plan 
was to throw away anything 
that would fit in the plastic. He 
had also brought a work lamp, 
making it much easier to see 
just how disgusting the job 
ahead would be. Each person 
picked one corner to start on, 
and because Steve had 
stepped out to take a leak 
during the planning session, 
he got stuck with the messiest 
one. The northern corner, the 
One furthest away from the 
door, was hidden behind a 
seemingly impenetrable (and 
foul-smelling) mountain of 
garbage with a base that 
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stretched almost to the center 
of the room. Steve was never 
one to whole-heartedly ac- 
cept a challenge without first 
giving ita few practice tries, so 
he started in on the smaller 
refuse piles that ringed the 
corner. } 

"Man, | can't believe that 
so much junk could be in here 
after only one year," Steve 
complained again, tossing a 
handful of once-important 
papers into the nearest trash- 
bag. 

"Well, you gotta remember 
that this area was used for 
over a year while we were 
trying to get this station to- 
gether," Pete said. "I also 
think that the room was a 
mess before we ever started 
using it." , 

"Yeah, and listening to you 
bitch about it isn't going to 
make it any easier," said 
Geoff, "so why don't you let 
that cut under your nose heal." 

"Get bent," Steve mut- 
tered, too overwhelmed by the 
work that remained to offer 
much argument. 

By the time Steve found 
the crate, the quartet had filled 
over a dozen of the plastic 
bags, which were each car- 
ried out into the hallafter being 
tightly fastened. Steve was 
nearly finsihed with his fourth 
one when he grabbed a piece 
of cardboard that was dan- 
gling out of the trash about 
two-thirds of the way up the 
pile, and pulled. It held for a 


moment, then gave way, 


dragging with it the top half of 
the heap. : 
"Great," Steve muttered, 
kicking his foot half-heartedly 
at the freshly-fallen mess. 
"Don't sweat it, there's still 


the same amount of trash 


down there as before," Geoff 
said from the other side of the 
room."You're just gonna have 
to bend your lazy ass over to 
pick it up now, that's all." 
That brought a shrill giggle’ 
from Jana's corner. "Yeah, 
Steve," she said, "why don't 
you just prop your lazy ass on 
that crate you just uncovered? 
It'll take the weight off your 
feet, and maybe keep you 
from bitching so much--" 
Steve whirled to face her 
and began, "Look, Jana, | 
don't need your--" : 
"Hey, | wonder what's in 
that box?" Pete asked, walk- 
ing toward Steve's corner, a 
ruined year-old trade maga- 
zine clutched, forgotten, in 
one hand. | 
"Ah, hell, it's probably just 
more junk that might have 
been important a year ago 
when we were getting this 
station on its feet," Geoff re- 
plied, not looking up fromthe 
bag of garbage he was clasp- 
ing shut. 
"Yeah, maybe," Pete said, 
"but take a close look at it." 
Geoff looked up slowly, 
turning his head toward the 
northern corner. Steve and 
Jana, who had been prepar- 
ing to engage in a heated 
debate over the degree of 
laziness of Steve's ass, were 
already facing the crate. 


After a second of puzzled 
bemusement, Steve an- 
nounced, "hey, that thing 
looks like it's actually kinda 
clean." 

Only the top of the crate 
was visible, but there was no 
evidence of cobwebs or dust 
on the wood's surface, de- 
spite the fact that it had been 
standing under an avalanche 
of dirty and mildewed rubble 
for who knows how long. the 
wood was a perfect golden 
brown, not warped in the 
slightest, even though the 
humidity must have reached 
unbearable heights in the 
storeroom over the long sum- 
mer. It was as if every day 
some mysterious caretaker 
had come in, whose sole pur- 
pose was to keep this crate 
clean, to the exclusion of 
everything else in the room. 

Pete started clearing trash 
from the sides of the crate. 
Grabbing one end, he said, 
"Help me get this thing out in 
the open." 

After rechecking. the fas- 
tener on the plastic bag to 
make sure it wouldn't spring 
open seconds after he walked 
away, Geoff joined the rest of 
the group. Steve and Pete had 
already begun sliding the 
crate away from the wall to- 
ward the center of the room, 
slicing through the clutter with 
little resistance. 

"Damn, this thing is 
heavy," Steve muttered, 
prompting Geoff to join in the 
effort. After a short struggle, 
the crate satin acleared area, 
close to the center of the 
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room. It stood nearly three . 


feet high, and looked to be an 
almost perfectly-shaped 
Cube. The entire surface ofthe 
box was untouched by the dirt 
and cobwebs that were every- 


where else in the room, and 


there were no labels or mark- 
ings of any kind on the crate. 

"Well, aren't you going to 
open it?" Jana asked. "I'm 


kinda curious to see what's in 


there." 

Geoff: begun, "Yeah, 
Steve, why don't you go over 
to the toolbox and get--" 

"--the hammer, 
Steve said as he went into the 
office. A few seconds later he 
returned, the hammer dan- 
gling from his right hand. He 
handed it to Geoff. 

"This shouldn't be too hard 
to get open,” Geoff said, eye- 
ing several nails that were 
Sticking out of the crate's sur- 
face. A few minutes work with 
the claw end of the hammer 


Should do the trick. ce 
He was right; it only took a - 
couple of minutes before he — 


had pried off the top, revealing 


a sea of white se diaieds nug- 


gets. 

"Hey, don't they use these 
to protect something valuable 
when it's being shipped from 
One place to another?" Steve 
asked, looking at Pete. 

Pete turned to Geoff. "Do 
you think this could be some 
piece of equipment that was 
forgotten about?" he asked. 

Geoff shook his head. "No 
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~ way,"he said. "Ourequipment 
is too hard to get and too 


expensive to be forgotten." 
"Ali right, then," said Jana, 


“but whatis it?" | 
Four pairs of hands started 
digging through the styro- 


foam, adding more of a mess 
to a floor that had actually 


become noticeably cleaner. 
For now, the maintenance. 


detail was forgotten. 

After digging. through 
nearly a foot of styrofoam, it 
was Geoff that hit paydirt, as 


his. fingernails scratched 


across the smooth, hard sur- 
face of the crate's hidden 


treasure. 
right,":.~” 


"Here it is," Geoff said 
barely able to suppress his 
own curiosity. There was no 
way that the station could be 
missing any important piece 
of equipment, but maybe one 
of their distributors had acci- 


dentally sent them something 


that they hadn't ordered: 


After clearing the last bits. 


of styrofoam out of the way, 
the crate's mystery cargo was 
finally revealed. 

"Well, what do you know?" 
Pete said. he looked at Geoff, 


then returned his gaze to the 


crate. 

Acircular black rubber pad 
stared back at the foursome. 
Beside it, a sleek silver 
tonearm was locked into 


place. A plastic bag contain-- 
_ ing a 45 RPM adaptor, a pair 
of styli, and a-bundle of audio © 


cords was attached to the 
record spindle. The overhead 


- light bulb shone back at the - 
group from the clear, plastic 


coverthatwaslockedatopthe | 
~ turntable, making itseem like = 
it was staring at them with a _ 


single, piercing eyeball. 


- Pete reached inside. the 
crate and tried to lift the turn- 
table, but he could barely — 
budge it. "Damn, this is kinda. 
heavy," he said, looking at 


Geoff. 
"Don't sweat it," Geoff 


said. "Let's me and you get 
this over to the studio." he — 
placed the lid back on top of — 
the crate, andbeganhammer-. 
ing in a couple of nails to kee 


p it secure. "You know," he 


said, "this could be a blessing. 
in disguise. You know the 
problems we've been having - 
with turntable #1 in the air © 


studio." 


The jocks had been complain- 


ing for weeks aboutit. Its pitch .— 
was all screwed up, andit had 
a broken speed switch (which . 
‘meant it could play 33 RPM 
‘records only). Geoff had spent. 
the last couple of days con- ~ 


tacting retailers, trying to find 


the best brand for the best. ~ 
price. With the new discovery, 
however, their problem just — 


may have been solved. 


Grabbing one end of the 4 
Crate, Geoff said, "Let's get. 
this to the studio." s 


The broadcast and pro- 


duction studios of. WARP 
were located on the first floor 


of the university's journalism : 
andcommunications building, . 
two floors beneath the busi- 


ness office and its Cluttered - 


Storeroom. To Geoff and 


"No kidding," Steve said. 
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pounds, and they silently 
thanked the gods for the 
_newly-installed elevator. After 
much straining and grunting, 
_ they carried the crate through 


the studio office (which was 


unusually empty for a Satur- 
day afternoon) and into the 
production studio. They 
Started toward the production 
_ table, but it was piled high with 
records and reels. 
"Shit," muttered Geoff, 
"just put the thing on the floor 
before we break our backs." 
From behind them, Steve, 


- who had, along with Jana, 
_- followed them from the busi- 


ness Office, said, "Hold on, I'll 
clear a spot for you." He 
squeezed past them, and 
began moving the records out 
of the way. — 

"Anytime tonight would be 


a fine, sweetheart," Pete man- 


aged between clenched 
teeth. After what seemed like 
an eternity, but was only about 


| _ eight seconds, Steve stepped 
aside, and the two hurriedly 


placed the crate on the table. 
Pete stepped back, his 


breath coming in ragged — 


and said, "Jesus 
Christ, I'm outta shape. 
There's gotta be more shit in 
there than one damned turn- 
_ table. Turntables don't weigh 
two hundred pounds." 

"Let's get that thing out of 


: there," Geoff said. Shaking 


his head in disgust, Pete 


and helped Geoff lift out the 


Weise: turntable. 
Pete, the crate seemed to — 
. weigh a couple of hundred 


Looking around, Pete 
asked, "Now, where are we 
gonna put this?" 

"Steve, why don't you--" 


Geoff began, but Steve was. 


already on the move toward 
the table. He moved the crate 
out of the way, but as he lifted 
itto put it on the floor, its corner 
knocked against a stack of 


cassettes, scattering them’ 


noisily across the table’ S sur- 
face. 

"Steve, you incredible nin- 
compoop--" Pete gasped, but 
Steve popped up quickly to 


clean up his mess. When he - 


was finsihed, they put the 
turntable down, and Geoff 
bent to examine it. 

It was remarkably similar 
in design to the four Technics 
turntables used by WARP, 
except that the body of the 
new one was twice as thick as 
those used by the station. 
However, there was some- 
thing else about the new turn- 
table that was disquieting to 
Geoff. he wasn't sure what it 
was, but there was something 
different about it. 
probably .come to him in a 
moment. 

From beside the crate, 


Pete said, "There's nothing - 


else in here, Geoff. How could 
one turntable be so heavy?" 
"| don't know," Geoff said 
absently, his mind still fixed on 
the station's new prize. He 


turned toward Steve and - 


asked, "What's different about 
this turntable?” 
Catching the puzzled look 


It would 


on Steve's face, Geoff ex- 
plained, "I mean, there's. 
something odd about this 
machine, something that's not 
right, something--" his voice 
trailed off as Steve and Pete 
stepped forward to take a 
closer look. 

Atthat moment they heard 
a yell from the air studio next 
door. 

Geoff looked up, then — 
started for the door. Mike Wil- 
lard was the late Saturday 
afternoon jock, and it was his 
voice that repeated "Shit" as 
Geoff stepped into the air stu- 
dio. Mike was leaning over 
turntable #1, a pen in one 
hand, an empty album jacket 
in the other. A Dead Ken- 
nedys record was on the turn- 
table, but the sound coming 
out of the studio speakers did 
not sound very familiar. Jello 


Biafra's voice sounded slow. 


and sluggish, and East Bay 
Ray's searing guitar dragged 
painfully from chord to chord. 

Mike looked up,. "I'm so 
sick of this piece of mechani- 
cal crap that I'm ready to rip it 
out of the damn cabinet," he 
spat as Geoff walked up to the 
dual-turntable console. 

"Have you tried messing 
with the pitch--" Geoff began 
as he reached for the pitch 
control. When his fingers 
made contact with the lever, a 
tiny spark flew from the metal. 
He pulled his hand backas the 
turntable went dead. 

"Holy Jesus, dead air," | 
Mike exclaimed as he . 
reached toward the cart ma- 
chine, which had a big 
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~ station promos cued up and 


ready. he punched the "play" 
button, then turned down the 
studio speaker volume. "What 
the hell are we gonna do?" 
Mike asked. "We can't run this 
station with only one turn- 
table." 

Visions of a jock struggling 
to cue up a record while onthe 
air danced in Geoff's mind. It 
would be too much of a hassle 
alternating between one turn- 
table and the cassette player. 

"This baby has hadit," said 
Steve, who had been fooling 
around with the dead turn- 
table, trying to urge it back into 
working order. "You and your 
magic touch really put the 
whammy on it." 

Geoff looked at Mike and 
said, "Put something long on 
the cassette deck." He 
paused, looking around help- 
lessly, then continued. "I bet- 
ter call the engineer. It looks 
like we're gonna have to bring 
in the new turntable without 
even testing it." 

Thirty minutes later, Geoff 
was sitting in the production 
room, preparing for his air- 
shift. A stack of record albums 
sat on the production table, 
and Geoff was cleaning the 
stylus on one of the turn- 
tables, preparing to spot- 
check unfamiliar songs for 
any possible obscene lan- 
guage, false stops, or any- 
thing else that might give him 
problems while he was on the 
air. 
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The new turntable had 


been installed without any. 


problems. The engineer, a 
little gnome of a man named 
Henry Spencer, had admitted 
that he was unfamiliar with a 
turntable of that design, and 
he was particularly unfamiliar 
with one that weighed close to 
two hundred pounds. Despite 
the oddness of the machine, it 
installed easily, although 
Henry had also echoed 
Geoff's observation that 
something was unusual about 
the turntable; like Geoff, 
Henry couldn't put his finger 
on what bugged him about it. 


Geoff put aside the clean- 


ing equipment and reached 
for an album. His airshift was 
in forty-five minutes, and he 
hadn't done a thing yet to 
prepare for it. Steve, Pete and 
Jana had gone back to the 
storeroom to continue the 
clean-up. That job wouldn't be 
finished for a couple of days 
yet. He was just glad that his 
upcoming airshift gave him an 
excuse to take a break from 
the work. 

He looked at the album he 
had grabbed. Its name was 
"Jaws' Glory," and it was by an 
unconventional hardcore 
group called Shark Chum. the 
cover of the album was a still 
color photograph from the 
movie "Jaws." Roy Scheider, 
an actor who played a sheriff 
on the hunt for a great white, 
was pitching a shovelful of 
chum into the gaping mouth of 
the famous shark. On the 
reverse side, that same shark 
was dragging the devoured 


body of Captain Quint into the 
ocean. Geoff was a big fan of 
the movies, and this was one 
of his favorite album covers. 

Despite the fact ihat 
Geoff's shift was drawing 
closer, he put the Shark Chum 
album on the turntable, and 
cued up his favorite song. It 
was a two minute-long exer- 
cise in bad taste entitled 
"Telephone Pole Enema." the 
song was about the dangers 
of underage kids going out 
and drinking alcohol, and was 
supposedly based on an ac- 
tual incident out East, where 
some teenagers were in- 
volved in an accident after 
purchasing beer with a fake 
I.D. 

Geoff carefully placed the 
needle on the vinyl, and sat 
back and listened as Punkin 
Head's guitar slashed through 
the studio speakers. Gourdy 
flailed away on his drums 
while Dr. Stillborn plunked a 
chaotic rhythm on his bass. 
Geoff closed his eyes as 
Woody Haze's cracked voice 
began: 


"Went downtown for a pie 
and a brew, 

Took alittle drive for some- 
thing to do. 

Brand new Camaro, got a 
babe on each arm, 

Takin’ 'em out to my old 
man's farm. 


"Drivin' real fast, my eyes 
were a-gleam, 

Drivin’ so fast, | was in a 
dream, 

Drivin’ so fast, no time to 
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scream, 
Two seconds later, | was 
gettin’ reamed! 


"Telephone pole enema, 
telephone pole enema, 


Pulling splinters right outta | 


my ass. : 

GTE proctology, comin’ to 
get the best of me, 

Don't blame me, | was just 
havin’ a blast." 


The door to the production . 


room opened, and news di- 
rector Frank Booth walked in. 
Geoff leaned over and turned 
the record player off, catching 
Punkin Head's guitar riff in 
mid-whine. Frank was an offi- 
cious-looking fellow who al- 
ways wore slacks and a tie. 
Geoff never did trust anyone 
who always wore a tie. 

"Man, not that Shark 
Chum album again," Frank 
moaned. "Do you think you 
might be able to get through 
one single shift without play- 
ing something from that 
album?" 

Geoff didn't look up. "l 
doubt it," he said, pulling the 
last cigarette from his pack 
and lighting it, even though it 
was against the rules to 
smoke in either of the studios. 
"At least, not until their next LP 


comes out. Then I'll play 
something from that album 
every shift." 


Frank's eyes fixed on 
Geoff's cigarette. "Hey, that 
was my last Winston," he 
exclaimed. "I left a pack of 
cigarettes on my desk this 


_ morning, 


and someone 
grabbed .them. while | was 
gone." He looked accusingly 
at Geoff. 

Geoff shrugged _half- 
heartedly, and said, "Hey, 
what was I supposed to do? | 
saw them lying on your desk, 
and | thought you didn't want 
them anymore." He turned his 
back to Frank, and pretended 


to adjust some dials on the 


production board. 

"You are a true bastard," 
Frank muttered as he walked 
out of the studio. As the door 
closed, Frank said, "Everyone 
Knows I'm the only one around 
here who smokes Winston's. | 
don't Know why cigarette 
thieves are so dumb they don't 
pay attention to brand 
names." | 

Geoff smiled. What a 
dweeb, he thought, as he 
started toward the turntable to 
restart the album. 

He froze mid-stretch, the 
smile fading from his. lips. 
What was that he said. . ? 

Geoff leapt from his chair 
and ran into the studio. Mike 
had just cued up a record on 
the new turntable, and was 


preparing to start it from the 


board when the record on the 
second turntable was_ fin- 
ished. 

"What's up, Geoff?" Mike 
asked, a concerned look 
spreading across the face. 

Geoff stepped up to the 
new turntable. 

The studio speaker sud- 
denly wentsilent. The song on 
the other turntable had fin- 
ished. 


There was no brand name 
on the new turntable. 

"Holy Jesus, dead _ air," 
Mike said, pushing the remote 
button to start the new turn- 
table. Beneath his gaze, it 
spun to life, and Johnny 
Rotten's voice filled the stu- 
dio. 
Turntable #2 blared its 
Technics emblem in two dif- 
ferent places. 

"Thanks for screwing up 
my segue, Geoff," Mike said 
as he reached for his next 
album. "There goes my jock- 
of-the-week award." 

Not a single word was 
imprinted anywhere on the 
turntable's surface. 

"How has the new turn- 
table performed so far?" Geoff 
asked, still searching the 
machine for some kind of 
identification. 

"What? Oh, it's done just 
fine, no problem at all," Mike 
answered. "Excuse me, but | 
need to cue up the next rec- 
ord, and you're in the way." 

Geoff looked away from 
the turntable slowly, then 
jumped aside, snapping out of 
his reverie. "Sorry," he 
mumbled, heading back tothe 
production room. 

"What was all that about, 
anyway?" Mike yelled after 
him. | 

Geoff stopped in the door- 
way. "Nothing," he said, sigh- 
ing. He started laughing. 
"Nothing at all." 

“That was from the latest 
album by The Bar-B-Q Killers 
here on WARP-FM. It's five 
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minutes before six o'clock, 
and I'm ready to get out of 
here. I'm glad you were able to 
bear with us while we were 
going through our technical 
problems, but that's life in the 
radio business," Mike said 
into the studio mike, his finger 
poised over the remote button 
for turntable #1. "I'm gonna 
leave you with a couple of 
songs from one of the great 
grunge groups, Happy Flow- 
ers. We'll start with 'My Fris- 
bee Went Under the Lawn 
Mower,’ and continue with ‘| 
Saw My Picture on a Milk 


Carton.’ Hope you enjoy 
them." 
Mike started the turntable, 


and the studio was filled with 
chaotic guitar grunge, cour- 
tesy of Mr. Anus of the Flow- 
ers. Mike removed his head- 
phones, and turned to Geoff. 
"You're on," he said as he got 
out of the jock's chair. 

Geoff settled in, and cued 
up the first EP by The Butthole 
Surfers. "Wichita Cathedral" 
was Geoff's favorite song on 
the record, not counting the 
two or three classics like "The 
Shah Sleeps in Lee Harvey's 
Grave," which contain too 
many obscenities to be 
played even on an alternative 
radio station. 

When the second Happy 
Flowers song ended five min- 
utes later, Geoff turned onthe 
mike. 

"That was Happy Flowers 
here on WARP-FM. I'm Geoff, 
and I'm here for the next three 
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hours to bring you the best in 
alternative music. It's six on 
the nose, and I'm gonna start 
the hour with a classic from 


The Butthole Surfers, "Wic- | 


hita Cathedral." 

Geoff started the album, 
then swiveled toward the turn- 
tables. He removed the 
Happy Flowers disc from the 
new turntable, which Geoff 
had. dubbed The Unbrand 
since his earlier discovery, 
and replaced it with "Jaws' 
Glory." 

’ As Geoff bent closer to 
The Unbrand to cue up "Tele- 
phone Pole Enema," he no- 
ticed that a wisp of hair or 
cotton was stuck to the 
needle. He reached his finger 
toward the stylus to flick it off, 
Knowing he should use the 
cleaning equipment instead 
of his dirty: ol’ finger. 
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On the other turntable, 
"Wichita Cathedral" skipped 
suddenly, sending a violent 
pop through the airwaves. 

"Great," Geoff mutte.ed, 
hoping that one of his favorite 
records wasn't permanently 
damaged. He reached again 
to swipe the piece of dirt from 
the needle. 

"Hey, Geoff, what's going 
on?" Steve said as he walked 
into the studio. 

Geoff looked up, his finger 
still poised short of The 
Unbrand's needle. "Aren't you 
supposed to be cleaning the 
storeroom?" he asked. 

"Some more people 
showed up, so | decided to 
take a break," Steve an- 
swered. “Hey, | don't suppose 
you can play--" 

"Later," said Geoff, turning 
toward the turntables, "| gotta 
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clean this needle, and cue my 
next record." 

He reached again for the 
stylus, and quickly flicked the 
debris from it. He placed the 
tonearm over the record, and 
cued the song. He then 
quickly loaded the next station 
|.D. into the cart machine, and 
turned toward the board, 
pausing to look again at The 
Unbrand to make sure he had 
the speed button set correctly. 

The wisp of cotton was 
lying on the record vinyl. He 
still had about a minute before 
"Wichita Cathedral" was over, 
so he lifted the tonearm off the 
record and placed it back in its 
cradle. Geoff grabbed a 
Discwasher and quickly 
wiped the record clean. He 
lifted "Jaws' Glory" from The 
Unbrand and held it up to the 
light to make sure it was clean. 
He then reached for the 
tonearm, still holding the rec- 
ord in his left hand. 

The tonearm jumped sud- 
denly from its cradle. Geoff 
stuck out his forefinger to 
catch the needle before it dug 
into the turntable pad. The 
tonearm jerked downward 
with lightning speed, and the 
needle sunk into the flesh of 
Geoff's finger. 

"Hey," Geoff yelled, jerk- 
ing his hand away. The 
tonearm popped back into the 
air, and settled back into its 
cradle. Geoff looked at his 
finger. A single dot of blood 
stood in the center of his fin- 
gertip. Geoff licked it away, 


and looked at The Unbrand. 

A single red bloodstain 
glared at him from the 
turntable's black rubber pad. 
Geoff turned to get a rag to 
wipe away the stain so he 
could recue "Jaws' Glory." 

The ‘Unbrand suddenly 
clicked on, and the turntable 
started spinning. Geoff simply 
stared at it, a look of surprise 
on his face. The turntable was 
rotating faster and faster, the 
blood spot turning into a bright 
red moon orbiting around the 
record spindle. Wisps of 
smoke began to rise from the 
bloodstain. 


"My God, what am | see- - 


ing?" Geoff whispered. 

"Wichita Cathedral" 
stopped cold on the other 
turntable. There were a 
couple of seconds of dead air, 
and then "Suicide" kicked in. 
Geoff was oblivious. The 
Unbrand spun on. 

Steve sauntered back into 
the studio. "Hey, dude, you 
missed your segue," he said 
mockingly. "I thought station 
managers weren't supposed 
to make mistakes on the air." 

Geoff didn't respond. He 
was still staring at the turn- 
table, which was now slowing 
to a stop. The smoke had dis- 
sipated as quickly as it had 
appeared, and even though 
the turntable was still spinning 
lazily, Geoff could see that the 
bloodstain was gone. There 
wasn't a trace of it anywhere 
on the turntable pad. 

"Hey, Geoff, you all right?" 
Steve asked, his mocking 
expression gone. 


"Yeah," Geoff answered 
slowly. He turned to look at 
Steve. "Did you see what just 
saw?" he asked. 

Steve's usual bored ex- 
pression was replaced by one 
of bored puzzlement. He an- 
swered Geoff's question with 
another one. "See what?" 

Geoff hesitated for a 
moment, then shrugged. "Aw, 
never mind," he said, turning 
again toward The Unbrand. "| 
think our new turntable hates 
me. It just took a bite out of my 
finger." 

"What are you talking 
about?" Steve asked. 

"Never mind," Geoff re- 
peated. After making 
absolutely sure that the stain 
was off the pad, he placed 
"Jaws' Glory" on The Unbrand 
and cued it up again, handling 
the tonearm gingerly. 

"Oh, no, not Shark Chum 
again," Steve moaned, winc- 
ing in exaggeration. "When 
are you gonna grow out of that 
juvenile hardcore crap, any- 
way?" 

"When you cut that ratty- 
looking mop of hair dangling 
down around your head," 
Geoff mumbled without look- 
ing at Steve. 

"Never," Steve said as he 
exited the air studio. 

"Suicide" was nearly over, 
and Geoff waited by the re- 
mote, ready to kick The Un- 
brand into life. He looked at 
the new turntable, but there 
was lo evidence that the 
machine had done anything 
out of the ordinary. The 
tonearm sat motionless atop 


29 


ua 


CONTINUED 


the record vinyl, its needle 


resting innocently in the 
groove of “Telephone Pole 
Enema.' The speed was Set at 
33 RPM, and the pitch control 
was at normal. Everything 
was ready to go. 

"Suicide" ended abruptly, 
and Geoff started The Un- 
brand. 

Punkin Head's guitar 
slashed its distinctive voice 
through the speakers, again 
fronting the rhythm section's 
manic backbeat. Geoff knew 
he didn't have much time to 
cue the next record, but he still 
wanted to listen to the first few 
seconds ofthe song. Woody's 
poor excuse for a voice joined 
in the fracas. 

"Went downtown for a pie 
and a brew, 

Just out lookin’ for some- 
thing to do. 

Brand new Camaro--" 


Geoff straightened up in 
his chair. He stared intently at 
the spinning record. 


"--got a babe on each arm, 
Takin’ 'em out, ain't gonna 
do 'em no harm." 


The lyrics were different. 
Woody wasn't singing the 
same words. Geoff's mouth 
hung open, any thoughts of 


‘cueing the next record wiped 


away by the station's newest 
mechanical treasure. 


"Drivin' real fast, |was ina 
dream, 
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Drivin’ so fast, no time to 
scream, 

Drivin' so fast, | think | 
goofed, 

Two seconds later, | was 
gettin’ boofed." 


Geoff laughed in spite of 
himself. It was a funny line, but 
it wasn't Supposed to be in the 
song. : 


"Telephone pole enema, 
telephone pole enema, 

GTE proctology, comin’ to 
get the best of me. 

Telephone pole enema, 
telephone pole enema, 

Sigmoidoscopy, that's for 
me!" 


The door to the air studio 
opened as Geoff laughed 
again, and Steve poked his 
head in. "Hey, Jana wants to 
know where you found this 
version of ‘Telephone Pole 
Enema,'" he said. "She says 
she's never heard the ol’ 
Woodman sing it that way 
before." 

Geoff answered without 
skipping a beat. "I got itona 
foreign import," he lied. 

"Oh," Steve muttered, al- 
ready heading back to the 


storeroom. his voice trailed 
back toward Geoff, who con- 
tinued to stare at The Un- 
brand. "Don't forget to cue up 
your next song, numbnuts. No 
one wants to hear another 
Shark Chum song." 

Go to hell, Geoff thought. 
I'm going to listen to see if any 
of the other songs are 
screwed up. "Fries With. 
That?" was next, and Geoff 
was going to see if that song. 
was any different than it 
should be. 

"Telephone Pole Enema" 
came to a crashing halt, as 
usual, with Woody screaming 
the song title, and Geoff 
waited for .Gourdy's drum 
thrash that would signal the 
beginning of "Fries With . 
That?" 

When the slow, loopy 
drawl of a harmonica came 
over the speakers, all Geoff 
could do was stare at The 
Unbrand, and wonder just 
what the hell he and Pete had 
brought into WARP-FM. 


The conclusion to "The’ 
Unbrand" will appear in 
this summer's edition of 
"Rifle Comix." Stay tuned, 
chili dogs. 
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